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Barry M cD onald
AFTER THE FREEZE 
—fo r C.C.
Fold ing  and  unfolding her fingers 
your  m o th e r ’s talking to an  em pty  chair. 
H er hands rest on the Bible in her lap.
Overcast, the sky is either 
a blue w om an  in a un iform  
o r a w om an  in a blue uniform .
A fter the first hard  freeze, sycamores 
and  maples go first. O ut front 
y o u r  little b ro th e r ’s rak ing  leaves
happily because his favorite holiday 
is Halloween. Wave when he smiles a t you, 
soon  h e ’ll drive aw ay for good.
Decked in dress blues, now the sky 
u n b u t to n s  just  enough to let 
the m orn ing  glisten like a trophy.
Your m o th e r ’s talking to an em pty  chair. 
Y our little b ro ther  listens. Som eone with 
your  eyes is walking to the door.
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